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The mighty mark-strider, the holder of moorland,
The fen and the fastness.    The stead of the fifel
That wight all unhappy a while of time warded,
Sithence that the Shaper him had for-written.

On the kindred of Cain the Lord living ever
Awreaked the murder of the slaying of Abel.
In that feud he rejoic'd not, but afar him He

banish'd,
The Maker, from mankind for the crime he had

wrought.                                                   no

But offspring uncouth thence were they awoken
Eotens and elf-wights, and ogres of ocean,
And therewith the Giants, who won war against

God
A long while;   but He gave them their wages

therefor.

III. HOW GRENDEL FELL UPON HART
AND WASTED IT.

NOW went he a-spying, when come was the
night-tide,
The house on high builded, and how there

the Ring-Danes

Their beer-drinking over had boune them to bed;
And therein he found them, the atheling fellows,
Asleep after feasting. Then sorrow they knew not